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Founded in 2004, 

Victoria Street Newz welcomes written 
submissions including personal 
stories, interviews, event reviews, 
cartoons, poetry, photographs, or 
artwork, but we can't guarantee 
everything will be published. We 
reserve the right to edit, and will 
not print anything libelous, racist, 
sexist, or homophobic. Letters sent 
to the editor are assumed to be for 
publication, must include phone 
number or email (if possible, for 
confirmation) and may be edited 
for length. You can publish using a 
pseudonym, or anonymously. 


We are devoted to a triple bottom line 
philosophy - concerned about our 
environmental and social, as well as 
financial, well-being. 


You can contribute to social change by 
supporting the Victoria Street Newz 
team, by pondering the root causes of 
poverty, and by working for peaceful, 
non-violent change. 


Opinions expressed in this newzpaper 
are not necessarily those of Victoria 
Street Newz, the editors, advertisers, 
contributors, readers, or publishers. 
Please don't reprint without author's 

permission, and please credit the source. 


Victoria Street Newz is printed on 10096 
pc recycled paper with vegetable ink, at 
Horizon Publications in Vancouver. 


Victoria Street Newz 
is a member of the 
North American Street 
Newspaper Association 
(nasna.org) 





and the 
International Network 
of Street Papers 
(street-papers.org.) 





Submissions (due by the 1st Friday for the next 
month's issue), letters, or donations can be 
mailed or delivered to our mailbox at: 


1027 Pandora Ave 
Coast Salish Territory 
Victoria, B.C., V8V 3P6 


250-383-5144 ext 0137 
streetnewz@islandnet.com 
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Just another rant 


It's time for the fifth annual 
Anarchist Bookfair, and Street 
Newz is happy to again provide 
space for articles that will provoke 
thought and, hopefully, discussion. 


While much corporate media 
reduces the complex philosophy 

of anarchy to angry rock throwing 
youth, others are interested in 
talking about the undercover agents 
who provoke such behaviour, about 
the anger that motivates corporate 
window smashing, about the police state that's emerging. And 
most importantly (I think), people want to discuss ways we can 
work together to create a better world, a brighter future than 
the direction corporate domination and associated government, 
media, and policing is leading us. 


I've been thinking about the pathways I've taken in my own 
life. As a youngster I was taught, essentially, to trust authority, 
to trust that there is some sound underlying logic to the way 
the world is constructed. Call a police officer, I was told, if 

I ever feel threatened. Now, having lived and witnessed and 
experienced, the police are about the last people I'd trust. I 
realize there's good and bad everywhere, but I also know that 
their collective job is to protect the ruling class and its on- 
going theft of public assets. 


I lived in a typical middle income environment with the 

belief that hard work is the key to successful economic 
independence. No matter what work you're doing, my mother 
would tell me, do it with a sense of pride in accomplishment. 
Always do the best job you 
can, whether it's washing 
floors or answering phones 
or writing essays. Feel good 
about what you've done, get 
a good reference, and watch 
for opportunities. 


This is not bad advice, and it P 
did help me achieve a degree [291 
of economic independence E 
in my early years, before the 
rise of corporate rule and 
the demise of the middle 
class. After some education 
in the schools of life and 
academia, I realized that 

my youth, relative good 
looks, ethnicity, and lack of 
disability also worked in my 
favour. 


I felt a sense of devotion to my employers recognizing that 
they earned more money than I, but also realizing they took on 
more risk and worked longer hours with more stress. When I 
found myself working for USA based CEOs who didn't know 
or care about me, I began to wonder just how long I could 
endure this devotional work ethic. 


And then the Vancouver Folk Music Festival entered my 

life. Quite coincidentally I found myself on a security team, 
monitoring the fences. I understood that the festival positions 
the stages so folks can see and hear from outside the fence, and 
that every year hundreds of volunteers get free entry and food 
for the weekend. Our job is to protect the festival go-ers and 
their children from people who haven't planned to be a part of 
a community for a weekend, people who might spontaneously 
decide to jump the fence and cause trouble or steal things. 


My first year on the job I scrutinized everyone who dared 
walk along the outside of the fence. I took my job seriously! 
Thankfully, I soon realized that the elder folk and joggers 
weren't potential jumpers, or a threat of any sort, and I relaxed 
and enjoyed the festival. 


Over 20+ years that security team has become a second family, 
every festival is a reunion of sorts. We grow and change, and 
of course I now realize the irony of a social justice activist 
working in a position of such authority, protecting barricades 
and denying the festival to people perhaps less fortunate. Part 
of me would like to pull down those fences and let the world 
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experience the magic, but the 
pragmatist in me realizes that 
there are some nasty dudes out 
there, and we have children to 
protect. Vulnerable, sucking 
babies. Babies who suck. 
(Sorry, I really don't get that 
colloquialism). 


This year, while on duty, I heard 
that someone had reported their 
backpack stolen from their 
blanket in front of the main stage. 
Folkies stake out their turf for the night time concert, covering 
the grass with a colourful patchwork of blankets and chairs and 
backpacks and coolers. Part of the magic of the festival is its 
profound sense of community, and when news of this theft was 
followed by news of three more missing backpacks, I and my 
work ethic sprang into action. 


Part of our security job is to look for wristbands so that if 
someone has snuck into the festival, we escort them out. I'm 
not usually particularly militant about this, but I began to ask 
people to roll up their sleeves and show me their proof of 
entry. Within half an hour I escorted four people out of the 
festival (I'm amazed they can get past us!). Maybe these were 
peace loving people who respect other peoples' property and 
simply wanted to enjoy the festival, or maybe they're evil child 
molesters or thieves looking for an opportunity. 


I'd rather live in a world where everyone can be trusted but 
that's simply not the reality, and so sometimes some authority 
is warranted. 


Interestingly, a couple of 
weekends later I found myself 
at the 20th annual Under 

the Volcano Festival of Art 

and Social Change in North 
Vancouver. This festival is 
organized and run entirely by 

| volunteers, people are invited 
to attend on a by donation 
basis. They say they've never 
turned anyone away. I don't 
know if they have any history 

i of dealing with trouble-makers, 
M but the park is far enough away 
from town that presumably the 
y festival go-ers are there because 
| they want to be and not because 
they happen upon an opportunity 
to break in and steal things. 
Unfortunately, this was the last 
year of the Under the Volcano festival, organizers say. I don't 
know why, exactly, but it does require a lot of energy and no 
doubt some financial outpouring to organize such an event. 


It's tough, trying to build utopia while living in such an 
imperfect world, and I really appreciate those who make 
the effort. September 11th and 12th will see the fifth annual 
Anarchist Bookfair in Victoria, recipients of Monday 
Magazine's 2009 ‘M Award’ for best literary event. 


I believe it's part of the human condition to obey authority, but 
our challenge is to determine the source of that authority. Am 
I listening to my own heart and mind, or am I surrendering 

to pressure from friends, workmates, fellow activists, team 
members, parents, or bosses? We're social creatures, and 
sometimes it's okay to do what someone else suggests. If we 
didn't cooperate and compromise sometimes, nothing would 
ever be accomplished. What's important, I think, is knowing 
where my decision to action (or inaction) is founded .... what's 
its source? Am I just going along with something because it's 
what everyone around me seems to be doing? Am I doing it 
because I need a paycheque and so I have to compromise my 
values? What kinds of changes can I make, within myself and 
in my life, so I can feel good about all the decisions I make, 

so that everything I do is aligned with my personal values and 
beliefs? What are my personal values and beliefs? Who am I? 


Check out the Anarchist Bookfair. For more information, visit 
www.victoriaanarchistbookfair.ca. 
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Books for Reading: 


Time and Again 
by Andrew Tate 


Hi everyone, my name is Andrew Tate and I will be 
submitting book reviews for Victoria Street Newz. 
These books should be available in the local library. 
The books that I read range from horror, history, 
science fiction, fantasy, comedy, biographies, some 
romance and dramas. I hope you enjoy reading them 
as much as I enjoy writing about them. 


My first novel, and one that I own, deals with time 
travel in a wonderful, fun way. The novel is entitled 
Time and Again (1970, Simon & Schuster, New 
York, 399 pgs) by the popular, late American author 
Jack Finney. Of all the books that I own, this is one 
of my absolute favorites. I have probably read this 
book 5-6 times since it was given to me in the mid- 
eighties. 


This is an illustrated novel in that there are 
photographs and sketches throughout the narrative. 
Here we meet Simon Morley (or Si as his friends call 
him), a commercial artist who works for a New York 
advertising agency and is generally bored with his 
work. One day, as he is sitting at his desk sketching 
a bar of soap, he receives a call from the receptionist 
that a visitor is waiting to see him without an 
appointment. Thinking that he might be a client, Si 
heads on down to the main reception center where he 
meets Rubin Prien. 


Joining Si for lunch, Prien explains that he is from 
a top-secret unofficial US government project and, 
after conducting a thorough background check on 
Si, feels that he would be an ideal candidate being 
single with no kids or immediate family. Bored 
with his life, Si decides to think about it over the 
weekend. Rube then gives him a number where he 
can be reached. On Monday morning, Si quits his 
advertising agency job and then calls Ru be to tell 
him that he has decided to join. 


Three days later, Si takes a cab to the secret location 
(you’d never guess what it is) over the phone by 
Rube. After taking some strange psychological 
tests including being hypnotized, Si meets Dr. E. E. 
Danziger, the Project director. Apparently Si passed 
all the preliminary tests and Danziger feels that he is 
just the right candidate for the Project. 


After being taken on a tour of the Project where he is 
shown several strange, puzzling and bizarre scenes, 
Si and Rube then head on down to the cafeteria for 
lunch with Dr. Danziger. Apparently, Danziger is 

a theoretical physicist who believes that the past 
actually exists and can be reached if one is able to cut 
the millions of bonds that connect one to the present 
through self-hypnosis and rigorous reorientation. 


Si has been chosen to be a candidate for the Project 
and has accepted the offer. His first assignment is 

to go back to San Francisco, 1901; however, he 
convinces Danziger and the board of directors to 
allow him to go back to New York, 1882 instead. 
Apparently his girlfriend, Kate, has been haunted 

by the suicide of her grandfather and a mysterious 
letter found on his desk after he shot himself. 
Wanting to know who mailed that fateful letter to her 
grandfather, Kate convinces Si to take her along with 
him back into time - to New York in January, 1882. 


Using a room in the old 19th century Dakota luxury 
apartment building (there are photographs of it in 

the novel) as a gateway between the two worlds 

(the room that Si and Kate stayed in is virtually 
unchanged since 1882), they both travelled back in 
time through self-hypnosis, wearing period clothes of 
course, into the New York of January, 1882. After 
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exploring Fifth 
Avenue, which 
was much more 
plain back then, 
they book a 
horse-drawn 
cab to the post 
office, watched 
as a mysterious 
stranger mailed 
the fateful letter, 
and then arrived 
back to their 
room in the Dakota, the gateway between the two 
times. 


Upon returning to the present, Si returns to the 
Project headquarters for debriefing by the board of 
directors. He is sent back to January, 1882, alone this 
time, to observe the activities of this mystery man 
who apparently lives at 19 Gramercy Park, a rooming 
house. 


Back in 1882, Si leaves his room in the Dakota and 
arrives at 19 Gramercy Park, a stately house which 
still exists in the 20th century. There he meets Miss 
Julia Charbonneau who along with her mother runs 
the boarding house. Si then takes a room and finally 
meets the mystery man - Jake Pickering. Later, Si 
follows him to the New York City Hall where he 
overhears Pickering (the man who mailed the fateful 
letter) attempting to blackmail Andrew Carmody, 
Kate's grandfather, for a large sum of money to be 
delivered the next night. Apparently, Carmody made 
his fortune through fraudulent means and Pickering, 
a file clerk, had gathered enough evidence to convict 
him. 

The next day Si confronts Julia and tells her about 
Pickering's sinister activities and about the meeting 
later on tonight between Pickering and Carmody 

at Pickering's office. Julia decides to join S1 and 
together they go to Pickering's office before the 
scheduled meeting and hide in the next room which 
is half floorless due to renovations. Pickering and 
Carmody later arrive and begin quarrelling and 
fighting. Several hours later, Carmody begins 
scattering all the thousands of files on the office 
floor and then, to Pickering's astonishment, drops 

a lighted kitchen match, which he used to light his 
cigar, onto the wooden floor and starts a fire. Julia 
and Si flee the building which burns to the ground 
in a spectacular blaze described in great detail with 
accompanying photographs. 


I won't tell you what happens next, except to say that 
throughout the novel there are fascinating sketches 
and photographs of 1882 New York society and 
architecture taken by Si (he was an accomplished 
artist don't forget) such as an old-fashioned sleigh 
ride in Central Park, the elevated Train, and the arm 
of the Statue of Liberty standing in Madison Square. 
You could say that this novel is educational as well 
as entertaining - historical fiction. This wonderful 
fantasy is a must for your summer reading list and I 
know you will enjoy it as much as I have. 


Next month I will be reviewing From Time to Time, 
the exciting sequel to Time and Again, written 25 
years later in which Si goes forward in time from 
1882 to 1912. 


‘Til next time, 


Andrew Tate 
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Letters 


Housing For All! 


It will be great if the Traveller’s Inns will be up and 
running by fall and winter this year. There are many 
people against these places but if the mayor and council 
did “nothing” there would be many upset 

people as well. It’s a difficult decision overall for the city 
officials & police. A shelter is not a permanent home but 
it’s much safer than the street. 


I have noticed how busy it is getting on the grass 
overnight in front of Our Place. It’s sad that the 
homeless can not go into the shelter at night. What 
about sleeping in the courtyard until the Ellice Street 
Shelter is completed? I think that this social issue will 
get better if the homeless meet the street nurses and 
outreach workers at least halfway. This is a challenging 
issue to deal with for so long. A home is really 
important for every human being. I wish that things 
could change on the 900-block of Pandora Avenue. 
Everyone has their opinion about this issue. Getting the 
homeless off of the street successfully is what matters 
most. 


I think that the government must give more funding for 
this on going social issue. It will only get worse as time 
goes by. I feel that there is no real danger here but some 
citizens cross the street if they see drug addicts/dealers. 


I feel that Woodwynn Farms would be the best bet. It's a 
safe place to learn skills and sleep soundly! 


Michelle Catharina 


editor 's note: Don't forget about the THAW (Transform 
Homelessness Advocacy Watch) event on August 22nd, 
noon to 4 pm. Everyone's invited to Pandora Green to 
share their stories, listen, learn, and discuss solutions. 


Trees, not Trenches! 


So [Nanaimo] city council has decided to go ahead 
with the cutting of 22 of the grandparent trees in 
Colliery Park off Wakesiah Avenue. Then drive a 
trench and lay a water line through the middle of the 
park. Over 70% of us who answered the questionaire 
opposed this project. Thus we are to be ignored again, 
proving the present council about as responsible as the 
former one. 


The city arborist (formerly this term was used for 
people who helped trees to live) claims we will save 
$440,000 by driving the water line through the park. 
Any idiot can tell it would be cheaper to go along the 
present road and connect with the water system at 5th 
Street. 


Work is scheduled to begin this week. Which 
councilperson should we name this piece of ecocide for? 


Jim Erkiletian 


Can You Help?? 


I’m in the process of applying for a motorized scooter, 
while waiting for surgery. Is there anyone willing to 
loan me one in the 
meantime? 





You can find me selling 
the Street Newz at the 
corner of Fort and 
Douglas, or contact me 
at 250-386-3631 or by 
writing streetnewz@ 
islandnet.com. 


Thanks! 
Ken Bath 
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[lic] s Presence 
hy Brian Mason 


Rick rocked. Not that he was a hip cool swinging 
guy. He was anything but, in most ways. No, I mean 
he rocked back and forth on his feet while he stood 

in the Cook Street Village selling the Street Newz or 
cadging for coins. Baseball cap on head (more on 

the cap in a minute), he rhythmically rolled back and 
forth from heel to toe as if a gentle, smoothly gusting 
breeze kept him in slow rocking motion. He seemed 
unaware of it. I suspect most people didn’t notice, but 
I did. It made Rick easy to spot amongst the shoppers, 
coffee drinkers, people waiting for the light to change, 
their bus to arrive. Rick was moving yet not going 
anywhere, which meant I might get to him before he 
would suddenly decide to board the bus or disappear 
for a coffee. Sometimes, though, after spotting him 
from a block or two away — and much as I would try to keep him in sight as I went 
towards him — Rick would be gone by the time I got to where I thought I had seen him 
standing, usually outside the old pharmacy or the Beagle Pub. He preferred to stand close 
to, almost touching, the buildings and this proximity to a solid wall, I believe, helped 

to stabilize his to-ing and fro-ing and bring him comfort. More than once by the time I 
reached him, he had made his way to the nearby bus bench where he would be sitting and 
counting the day’s earnings to decide what he had enough money to buy. He was usually 
short of whatever goal was in mind. 
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We often chatted, never for long, not about much, yet I felt drawn to Rick as if he were 
the archetype of an entire class of humans that it was important for me to acknowledge 
and know about. Uncertainty always seemed closer to him than to most other people. He 
would invite me for coffee, always for the following week, when he was sure to have 
more time and money. Rick had his principles, too. I asked him once why he wasn't 
wearing the special Street Newz cap — generously donated by Hemp & Company and 
embossed by Mega Screens Production with the paper's SNZ logo — which had been 
given to all the vendors. He didn't like advertising, he told me. Thought it was too crass 
(my word, not his, though he no doubt would have approved of its use in this instance). 
He wanted the product to stand on its own, with no hyping. Pure clean selling was what 
he wanted to be doing. 


Before finally obtaining and donning a baseball cap (not an official SNZ one, of course) 
to protect him from the elements, Rick would inevitably burn pink-red on his stubbly pale 
face and sparsely white-haired scalp. It looked dangerous, medically speaking, the kind 
of condition all the sunscreen advertising warns us about. Oblivious and pleasant under it 
all, not wanting any fuss or attention drawn to his plight, he might, at most, volunteer that 
he had forgotten his cap at home. Presently, it became a regular fixture on his head. 


Rick was a master of the art of looking noble and thoughtful while staring vacantly off 
into space. Approaching him, I felt I was coming into the presence of an important 
reclusive businessman who was being kind enough to receive me in a reassuring manner. 
When I got close enough for him to intuit a potential customer, his gaze would pull back 
from the void and his eyes, gentle liquid twinkling, turn slowly towards me. Graceful and 
gracious in this momentary frisson of contact, Rick was unfailingly, soft-spokenly polite. 
I felt like tipping my hat to him, perhaps sharing a cigar together. His voice was soft, 
lyrical, his face an expression of wonder. He would bestow his intensest attention on me. 


Drink and money were Rick's trouble. Too little of the latter chasing too much of the 
former, something like that, and he often sported a freshly scabbed abrasion or two on his 
head, the result of a clumsy tango with the bottle. At one point — several points, actually 
— he fell into arrears with his Street Newz account and, as a consequence, was suspended 
as a vendor. Now and again, he would make spectral appearances in the village during 
these serial retirements from the newspaper game. Subdued, rumpled, dazed, almost an 
apparition, he would painfully silently rock. His upturned cap, trepidatiously held out 
waist-high in both hands, was in place to receive donations from kindly strangers. He 
managed, nevertheless, and with no deceit intended, to make it look as though he were 
still selling the paper. It was uncanny. Perhaps because he was such a low-key salesman; 
no advertising, mind you. I realized too late after depositing coins in his cap on these 
days that I wouldn't be getting a copy of the Street Newz for my efforts. 


We never had coffee together. For Rick, the engagement was in the act of extending an 
invitation, like a colleague hailing me on the street, saying, Let's do lunch sometime. 
There was no intention involved. It was a bond, Rick's connection with busy passers- 
by who stopped to get a paper. In the offering, he became one of them. And he always 
offered to buy. 


I don't think Rick remembered who I was from week to week, month to month. But 
then I never knew many facts about him either, not where he lived, his past, not even his 
last name. He's gone for good now, found one day in early July outside a McDonald's 
lying face down on the sidewalk, a coronary arrest. At his memorial service I learned his 
last name was Forbes and that he preferred to be called Ricardo. He was laid out in his 
familiar, knobbly, shades-of-blue sweater and he could have been selling the Street Newz. 


STREET NEWZ 
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NEWZ 


Roses 
NASNA 
Report 


Why did you attend the NASNA 
conference in Chicago? 

I went to the conference to learn more 
about the organization and other street 
newspapers, and to represent the 
Victoria Street Newz. 


Can you describe the conference? 





The conference was small in attendees 
but very good for networking. It made 
me realize what an awesome community I live in and that the Street Newz is well 
ahead of the game as far as being well rooted in our community and connected with 
other allies. What's the same is the way our un-housed and poor people are being 
neglected right across north america. 


What were the workshops like? 


The workshops were okay for newcomers but not that great for people who have 
been in existence for a few years. The topics at the workshops where about how to 
do fund raising, how important the relationship with the editor and the writers are, 
how vendors can improve their roles as sellers, etc ... most of this stuff our Street 
Newz team already knows. 


What was Chicago like? 


I didn't get to see much of the city so I really can't give a sincere response to this 
question if you wanna include connecting with the everyday Jane and John of the 
city. I did ride the subway from the airport to the campus during the late evening, 
and rode on the harbor taxi, went to a ball game and rode one of those touristy buses 
that we have in Victoria. I never really envisioned myself riding one of those buses, 
but I did on the last day before having to get on the subway back to the airport. I 
would have liked to have the opportunity to go and check out the street scene and 
how the community works or doesn't work with its poor. 


What sort of people did you meet at the conference? 


I met with some awesome vendors and directors whose hearts are in the right place 
for their desires to improve the quality of life in their own communities. 


How was travelling? 


The travelling part was a little frustrating because of the constant process of having 
to go through multiple check points and being asked the same questions ... where 
are you going? how long are you staying for? where are you staying? who are you 
staying with? when are you coming back? Please take your socks and shoes off! go 
through the extra machine! what is in your carry on? etc. The journey of having to 
become a canadian was something else, and then to be stopped at every gate before 
I was told that the flight the Street Newz had booked for me over two months ago 
had mechanical failure. I was told to wait another hour, and then that I was going to 
have to wait another three hours, and then finally that I would catch the red eye 14 
hours later! Well that just pissed me off because three planes had come and gone. I 
was not a happy camper. 


My mood was due partly because I had gotten up at 4 am to meet Phil at 4:30 am 

to get to the airport for a 7 am flight - so, no coffee or food (I don't consider airport 
food the real thing) contributed to my becoming a little more aggressive than normal 
which is what got me on the next plane, especially when I told them I was going to a 
street press conference. I think all the airport staff heard was the word "press!" 


What was your favorite moment? 


One night a small group of us pooled our financial resources and found our way 
down to the inner harbor. We found a water taxi driver who was just going to retire 
for the night and explained that we are in town for a street newz conference and 
had not seen anything of Chicago, that we're all formerly homeless people trying 
to make a change for everyone in our realm. He said he has a soft heart for people 
trying to improve the quality of life for a better community. We asked if he would 
take us on a small harbor tour so we could say we saw the city skyline from the 
harbor. He said yes but he would have to charge us for the gas. He charged us 
$10.00, which I thought was a pretty decent price considering that there was seven 
of us. It was fireworks night, and he was able to pick up extra customers from the 
yachts anchored in the middle of the harbor so he made some money too. 


Anything else you want to say? 


I want to thank everyone for supporting me on my trip to Chicago. It was 
another one of those memorable trips (as always for me). Nothing seems to be 
straightforward, it's a good thing that I am adaptable. I have a stronger desire to 
keep advocating to get poverty under control. 
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Dear Couz: The Happening 


by Jen Hastie 
Hi Couz, 


We were at the Songhees Reserve, Thursday, July 15, for a 
"happening." No, it wasn't a potlatch; rather, it was a celebration 
of a gift from the Lieutenant-Governor, Steven Point, to the Navy to 
honour the naming of the new Salish Sea. 


T= 


Steven Point has been carving a canoe with the help of two members 
of his family and Tony Hunt. On July 15, he presented the canoe to 
the Navy officials to honour the occasion of the official naming of the 
Salish Sea. Unfortunately, because we arrived a little late, we did not 
hear all of the official ceremony, nor did we hear Louise Rose’s choir. 


This native “happening,” as I call it, had been well advertised to the 
non-native community in the Times-Colonist newspaper a few days 
before. The Songhees parking lot, a large field, was full of hundreds 
of cars as well as many tents on one side of the area. The Songhees, 
obviously used to large gatherings, had two parking lot officials there 
to welcome us as well us give us clear directions to a parking spot. 


What drew us to this happening is our huge respect for Steven Point. We were also 
very interested to see his canoe. How can this man find time to carve, with all his 
duties, both official and unofficial? 


Seventeen canoes — that’s right, Couz, 17 canoes in total came down from up the 
coast. I knew that five canoes were coming from the Nuuchahnulth area. I was 
concerned about the travel down the west coast of Vancouver Island because the 
winds were quite high a few days prior. Then I learned that canoes from Haida 
Gwaii and Bella Bella had come too— they are even further away! There may have 
been canoes from even further afield; I don't know, because we couldn't hear all of 
Steven Point's commentary over the microphone. He officially acknowledged the 
arrival of each group of canoes. 


Yes, Steven Point told us what was going on. Imagine that, the representative 
of the Queen, a very important position in our provincial government, being the 
commentator in such an event! I believe that Canada must be one of only a very 
few countries where such a situation could take place. As well, I believe that 
traditional values within the native culture are at play here to encourage Steven 
Point to have this kind of contact with the people. 


Each canoe, or set or canoes, had to ask permission of the Coast Salish chief if they 
could come ashore. Similar to all “official” native gatherings up and down the 
coast, the head of the visiting group will give a speech commending the chief for 
what he's done. He will then ask him for permission to come ashore. 


Throughout the day, His Honour, as the Government House calls him, wandered 
around, talking to anyone who wanted to talk to him. At one point he was even 
without his tie! What a breath of fresh air! 


Steven's canoe was beautiful. It was launched after the official ceremony and 
before the large, sea-going canoes were officially welcomed. On this beautiful 
summer morning, the sea was quiet, blue, peaceful. The sun was high in the sky. 
The brightly painted designs on the side of the canoe were reflected in the water. I 
was sad that I had not brought my camera. 
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After Steven's canoe was taken out of the water, the Coast Salish put on a 
demonstration of their racing canoes. It was briefly done, so as not to detract from 
the main ceremony. During the following period, while a late lunch was being 
prepared for the large numbers of people, the Naden Navy Band played songs. 


I am beginning to feel at home with the Coast Salish culture and its people. 
Although their language and culture is apparently quite different to Nuu-chah- 
nulthaht, in many ways, I see a huge similarity. I was puzzled why a non-native 
woman, about the same age as we are, got asked to move her chair and told to 
stand up during a part of the ceremony. She had come and put her chair down 
directly in front of the natives behind us. In contrast, we had been encouraged by 
that same group to put our “short chairs" in front of them. We realized that this 
woman had not asked permission of the people behind her if it was all right to 

sit down on her chair in front of them. We had asked if it was okay, but then we 
would have, regardless of where we were or who was behind us. This is simply 
called manners, Couz. Manners and respect for others are important everywhere, 
but especially to native people. And it strikes me that the canoes, with their 
ceremony “asking permission to come ashore,” time-honoured for hundreds of 
years, is, again, all about manners. 


Many people left before the lunch. However, there were still hundreds and 
hundreds of people who expected to be fed. And we were. We ate in the Songhees 
longhouse. Others ate at long picnic tables in several surrounding tents. We had 
salmon, chicken, hamburgers, fried bread, potatoes, salad, and dessert. Also, as we 
ate, youth came ‘round distributing water and finally taking away our garbage. 


We did not stay for the final entertainment. Even so, we appeared to be among the 
last cars parked in the huge field. 


An excellent day in Coast Salish territory. For the many native travellers who came 
down the coast in the canoes, they were to continue their journey the following day 
across the Salish Sea to Washington State. 


Jennifer and her husband live in Victoria today. She is a healthy, active senior who 
enjoys writing volunteer articles for various publications. 


by Don Startin 
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For the past 20 years, Under The Volcano has been honoured to 
have members of the George family participate in the event, which 
takes place on the traditional territory of the Tsleil-Waututh Nation. 
The relationship began in 1990, when Chief Dan George’s son, 
Bobby George, was invited to be a speaker by the Festival’s founder 
Irwin Oostindie. In 1993, then Chief Leonard George & Children Of 
Takaya presented a welcoming address and have since become an 


important annual presence. volcano.resist.ca 





It is important to reiterate that our own Peace River 
is only a relatively small part of the Mackenzie 
Valley watershed. 


Two important rivers are the Parsnip and Finlay 
which combine to supply much of the B.C. and 
Alberta Peace River which, combined with the 
Athabasca River, supplies much of the water 
necessary to maintain the health of what is left of 
the Athabasca Delta. This large fresh water delta is a 
world class heritage site which before the Willesden 
Reservoir went in was a prime muskrat habitat that 
supplied a livelihood for two Athabaska-Chippewan 
first nations. When the Bennett dam was built the 
level of the delta dropped by about two sevenths 
decimating the muskrat, and leaving a sandy waste 
that is now overgrown with bush. 


Many smaller tributaries also help keep the delta 


topped up in summer time when water levels recede. 


One of these 1s the Clearwater River that flows west 
out of Saskatchewan through the tar sands. 


Thanks to global climate change the rivers flowing 
into the delta are getting reduced flows and are also 
being impacted by oilsands exploitation. Looming 
too are housing developments along the Athabasca, 
north of Fort McMurray, which will also be using 
water from this already stressed river. Also, a 
company called Nexen has applied to draw 17,000 
cubic meters of water a day from the Clearwater 
which is a "heritage" river but may not be off 
limits in water hungry Alberta, where it takes three 
barrels of water to extract one barrel of oil by the 
steam extraction method as Nexen plans to do. 


If B.C. builds the Site C Dam, 1,864,640 acre feet 
of water will be withdrawn from the Athabasca 
Delta during the summer. The Athabasca 
Chippewan first nation think that Site C will likely 
put paid to the delta as we now know it. 


Clearly the dam should not be built for this reason 
alone. 
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Time to look at alternatives: 


Participatory Economics 
by Matt Grinder 


When one looks at the state of the radical left (by “radical left", I 
mean those that think we need a new economic and political system, 
or at least think our current one is horribly unjust and needs significant 
change) there is a lot to be dismayed about. First off, we're not 
winning. We're not organized, we're not democratic within our 
various groups, and we have very little power. We don't set the 
agenda, we just react to injustice, and rarely can do anything about it. 
Elites don't react to what we do, we react to the horrible things they 
do. Yet at the same time, nobody trusts the government (well, hardly 
anybody). Everyone is angry with the system (well, mostly everyone). 
For some reason we can't capitalize on this mistrust and anger. Why? 


Part of the reason is probably that most people think there is no 
alternative. Yes, the current system sucks, but it's a natural state of 
affairs. People are greedy and selfish, communism is no better, so 
what is the point? If there is no alternative, then there is no point in 
fighting. If it is true there is no alternative, then it actually is quite 
logical to not seek change, it would be like trying to protest against 
gravity. 


However there is an alternative, at least some people think so. How 
about a participatory economy (parecon)? How about organizing the 
economy in a democratic and participatory manner, without hierarchy, 
without classism, and without a stock market? First, work life can 

be organized so that people have a vote in proportion to how they are 
affected by the decision. Workplace democracy is great, but further 
than that, the very tasks that some people do are more empowering 
and more enjoyable than others. Thus in a parecon everyone would 
have a balanced job complex, meaning that everyone would share 
empowering tasks like programming, being a doctor, piloting, writing, 
etc. Everyone would also do tasks like sweeping, sorting mail, coal 
mining, etc. Thus all empowering tasks are shared, and so are rote 
tasks, creating one class of workers, and giving everyone an incentive 
to work. Also, workers are rewarded for effort and sacrifice, they 
receive more pay for more hours or strenuous work. 


Allocation, or how the economy decides what to produce and how 
much to produce, is accomplished by a participatory planning 
procedure. Every year, citizens would propose what they plan to 
consume for the upcoming year. On an individual level, someone 
might propose to buy a boat, or cribs and diapers if they are expecting 
a baby. Neighborhoods would make collective consumption 
proposals, such as street repaving. Cities would make collective 
requests, as well as provinces and countries. Collective requests 
would be made by an individual or group proposing something, like 
a new power plant, and a facilitation board would work with the 
proposer(s) to make the idea feasible. Later, citizens that the proposal 
affects would vote thumbs up or down on each proposal. At the 
same time, workers would propose how much they wish to work, 
and changes to their workplace. Thus you have a proposed supply, 
and proposed demand, and this is summed up to generate prices for 
everything. Prices are modified according to their social opportunity 
cost, meaning that is a good hurts the environment or society, its cost 
goes up. People then look at these prices and change their proposals 
based on them. Another round of proposals happens, except this 
time, people are not allowed to change their proposals beyond a 
certain percentage. A few more rounds happen, and the proposals 
converge to something that works for everyone. This process would 
take about a month, and is not designed to be a time consuming 
process. Thus allocation is decided through participation of all 
citizens, and everyone has a voice. 


E SEI Parecon is a serious alternative to capitalism 
SMÉI and communism. We must decide if it is 

"X4 what we want. If it’s not, then what? The 
discussion must begin in earnest. 





This is just a short summary of a 
participatory economy, for a fuller 
treatment, see pardecparty.org/vicpar. 


d Matt is a Physics and Math high school teacher 
and father of two in Victoria. He would like 

to meet people interested in participatory 

WE economics and participatory democracy. 

X] You can contact him at victoria.parecon 

a gmail.com. 
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and Rule Breakers 


One of the most interesting and informative 
classes I took at UVic was a sociology course 
about deviance and social control. I had never 
before given much thought to the rule makers, 
believing, up until that point, that somebody 
had to be in charge. Growing up, it was my 
parents. There were rules and responsibilities 
which we kids accepted without much fuss. 
Then something happened as the 60s drew 

to a close. My older brother was suspended 
from school because of his long hair. And our 
Dad gave him an ultimatum: cut your hair 
and return to school or get out. Barely 16, my 
brother kept his locks, left the family fold and 
finished his educational journey on his own 
terms. Bravo, I thought. He is now a lawyer. 


Why couldn't boys have long hair? I was 
merely 10 myself, but I know I wondered 
what the connection was between boys having 
long hair and their ability to learn. I wondered 
who was deciding this rule or that one ... it all 
seemed quite arbitrary. It would be another 
decade before this question of authority would 
concern me personally. While most around me 
were puffing away on cigarettes, I preferred 
the softer, gentler herb ~ pot. And I wondered 
who decided that it was ok to smoke one 
substance but not another. Tobacco smokers 
could light up anywhere ... I had to skulk 
around like a criminal. 


Having survived now over five decades, I’ve 
managed to piece together some political 
insight that can help explain these quandaries 
of my youth. Those in charge have an agenda 
that does not usually reflect the majority. More 
likely, the fat-cat money makers, the corporate 
elite and their cronies are deciding who can 

do what where. And some form of order is 
established. 


Anarchy is often described as an absence 

of order but that's not exactly true. It's a 
belief that communities are best organized 

by cooperative means rather than by a 
government force using coercive tactics. 
Anarchists believe that individuals should 
have complete autonomous liberty and by 
allowing this freedom, people would naturally 
chose to cooperate for the greater good and 
live by an agreed-upon social code. This 
concept differs greatly from our capitalist 
society where enforced authority rules 
supreme and individual freedoms are squashed 
in order to maintain a status quo. 


Admittedly, I’ve been a rule breaker since 

my teens, preferring to march to a different 
drummer (as my Mom always said) to going 
with the flow. It is a natural and healthy 

part of adolescence to begin breaking away 
from our parent's beliefs and questioning the 
rule-makers. As the late Frank Zappa said: “ 
Without deviation from the norm, progress is 
not possible." My behaving “differently” (non 
status quo) never hurt anybody or impeded 
upon their choice to conform. I never thought 
myself to be “deviant,” though I have learned 
that my failure to blindly abide by unjust rules 
makes me so in the eyes of the authorities. 


Currently, I’m having to face a fight with 
the authorities. Apparently I broke one of 
their rules and they expect me to fork over 
$100 for this indiscretion. In actual fact, I 
was minding my own business, not causing 


by cyann ray 
anyone any grief whatsoever. Still, somebody, 
somewhere decided my behaviour was 
problematic and chose to fine me. My only 
"crime" is not being “disabled” enough to 
warrant a mobility scooter. Although my 
ability to walk is impaired, I am still able to 
ride a bike and for this, I am being penalized. 
If I chose to drive rather than ride, I would not 
have been fined. Our system of transportation, 
in fact our entire culture, 1s built around 
cars. Vast greenspaces are removed in order 
to accommodate them. Drivers have the 
"freedom" of going anywhere and everywhere, 
whereas bikes are merely tolerated on our 
streets and prohibited from most parks and 
pathways. 


Clearly, the rule makers are drivers, not 
cyclists. And while some politicians have 
climbed upon two wheels to promote a healthy 
lifestyle or suggest a political correctness, I’m 
fairly certain that cars remain their primary 
mode of transportation. This bike infraction of 
mine reflects the values of a minority. While 
99.9% of folks have no problem with my 
behavior or my bike, .1% disapproves and a 
team of city-hired enforcement officers are 
there with a ticket. 


I am not a criminal or a deviant. I am a 
poverty-strickened, physically challenged, dog 
owning, Jon Stewart/Bill Maher loving, Harper 
hating, over 50, over-weight, highschool/ 
university drop-out who chose not to marry 
and raised my child alone (she is a successful 
30 now). I believe in socialized medicine 

and medicinal pot. I believe in agnosticism 
and independent media over corporate 
controlled news. I think we should relocate 

the rabbits and all plant gardens. We should 
end the war on drugs by abolishing prohibition 
and we should dismantle entrenched, archaic, 
misogynist, racist policies within our social 
structures. I believe we should de-flock 
pedophilic religious leaders and re-examine so- 
called Christian values. I believe some rules 
are completely arbitrary and we should have 

a choice in obeying them or not without 
persecution. I believe far too many go with 

the flow because they have been brainwashed 
into a state of contentment by the system and 
are reluctant to question authority. I believe we 
should all be questioning authority. Does this 
make me an anarchist? Maybe. 


It was not the majority that put these 

"bosses" into power despite what the ideals of 
democracy would have us believe. Everyone 
breaks the rules. Chatting on the phone while 
driving, smoking in a bus shelter, idling your 
car ... these rules are broken every minute in 
this town and yet there are few repercussions. 
I need my bike to exercise my dog in the 

park and I’m fined $100. Think about whose 
interests are being reflected in the rules we 
chose to enforce. Smokers and drivers put 
millions of dollars into the system, so the fact 
that these rules in particular are for everyone's 
safety means squat. But we hire a team of 
enforcers to harass cyclists, dog owners 

and park dwellers. Hmmm. Sure looks like an 
agenda to me. 


As long as there are rule makers, there will be 
rule breakers. I believe that's simply human 
nature ... but is it deviant? I don't think so. 
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otockwell Day: 


A Determined Ignorance 
by C. L. Cook 


In some quarters, the dogged persistence of the Harper regime might be considered 
commendable: This is not one of those. 


NATIONAL NEWZ 


NATIONAL 
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The Harper administration's determination to, despite the mountains of evidence warning 
against the planned emulation of American justice, devote billions of dollars to a prison 
building spree in support of new legislation certain to explode Canadian prison populations, 
importing the disastrous U.S. judicial and corrections model here, is more than madness, it's 
criminal. 


In August, Harper's front man at the Treasury Board, Stockwell Day confounded critics of 
the timing of his penal free-for-all. When reminded the crime rate was in decline, a trend in 
Canada for more than a decade, Day countered, saying the declining crime numbers did not reflect the 
"alarming rise in unreported crimes." 


Are we to now understand the minister responsible for spending the nation's money by the billions is 
basing his decision to devote the treasury to building and filling prisons with Canadians for generations to 
come on a crime wave visible only to him? 


Farewell, happy fields, Where joy forever dwells! Hail horrors! hail, Infernal World! and thou, 
profoundest Hell, Receive thy new possessor! One who brings A mind not to be changed by place or 
time. The mind is its own place, and in itself can make a Heaven of Hell, a Hell of Heaven. 


Milton, Paradise Lost - Book I 


Now, I don't want to get too personal, or attack Mr. Day's mental capacities, as they are, but I recall he 
also believes the world was borne to us complete by an invisible grey-bearded man from the sky. This grey 
eminence, in Mr. Day's view, built the world, and the rest of everything in a week. 


Denying Darwin and the work of all scientists since that august inquirer shucked his mortal coil, Day 
sticks to his guns, saying the Earth was not billions, or even millions of years in the making, but is a 
mere stripling of some few thousand years of age. I mention it not to poke fun at Stock's ridiculous belief 
system, but to point up to Canadians that the man who is one of the very few men directing the course of 
Canada today is not only a dedicated reality denier and moron, but poses a real danger to this country. 


Melville gave us Ahab, a man whose tenaciousness led to tragedy and self-destruction, but at least the mad 
captain's obsession didn't bring down his country and threaten its generations yet unborn. Day cannot say 
the same. Though I expect he would deny to his dying breath the disaster that he and his colleagues court 
in bringing north the United States' punishing philosophies, the facts speak for themselves. 


On a Tuesday in August, Day lamely answered the opposition Liberal party contention that Mr. Harper's 
law and order agenda will demand between 10 and 13 billion dollars in newly necessary facilities, saying; 


"Figures get tossed out that the media has been quoting from the Liberals. There's all kinds of figures 
floating around out there." 


Adding; 
“Our estimation is possibly $2-billion over the next five years." 
What does Mr. Day, the Treasury Board president, base his estimate on? 


According to Globe & Mail political correspondent, Jane Taber, Day claims his numbers are only 
“ballpark.” He shrugged off the figure, claiming all the infrastructure needed once the Tory legal changes 
start taking effect on the Canadian legal process and people, is a couple billion to *rebuild some aging 
facilities." 


For their part, the Liberals say the numbers are accurate, and based on the work of the non-partisan 
parliamentary budget watchdog's office. 


The domestic wars America declared on drugs and crime in the Reagan years have resulted in more than 

2 million Americans cycling through the industrial prison complex at any given time. It means hundreds 
of thousands of lives circumscribed by onerous post-incarceration punishment too, making it difficult for 
those with criminal records to find either employment or shelter. Most of these “criminals” pose no danger 
to the visible society, though in fevered imaginations no doubt constitute an existential threat to the soul of 
the land, being to large degree marijuana smokers. Not exactly the barbarians at the gate. 


The influx of for-profit corporate prisons, expanded use of prison labour, tanking domestic economy, and 
the steady rise of a United Security States should give us pause in Canada before embracing the profoundly 
regressive American road taken. It's a second thought to be made time for before we do irrevocable harm 
to our society. 


The questions must be: Are Stockwell Day and Stephen Harper capable of the 
intellectual heavy lifting required in this most telling hour in Canada's history, or 
will they spend the nation's treasure enriching offshore prison corporations, while 
incarcerating thousands of its citizens unnecessarily? 


And, will Mr. Day recognize his mania in time, or will he sink the country pursuing 
a whale only he can see? 

Source: www.theglobeandmail.com/news/politics/ottawa-notebook/stockwell-day-stands-his- 
ground-on-crime-stats/article 1662976 


Chris Cook offers alternative views via Gorilla Radio, Mondays on CFUV radio 
(cfuv.uvic.ca), and online at pacificfreepress .com. 
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by Juliet Belmas 


At the g20 protests in TO over a thousand people are 
hunted down and arrested, several are branded as 
terrorists and denied any extension of democracy for mere 
vandalism-related charges, like Kelly Rose Pflug-Back, 
Erik Lankin and Byron Sonne. 


Prisoner Justice Day 2010 marks a day in which private 
communication is under attack and public space is now 
covered in cameras. Not only is any surveillance now 
possible, it has become acceptable and it makes me 
think that prison always has been and always will be the 
frontline for revolution. 


Prison environments are heightened microcosms of power 
and control. Until you’ve been there and experience 
totalitarian authority at work, the average person has no 
framework for understanding the socio-economics of 
poverty and violence and the mechanisms of police and 
court power. 


When I was in prison for violence against porn shops and 
the military industrial complex back in the 80s, I studied 
mainly criminology to pass the time, because I felt I was 
ignorant about how the criminal justice system worked 
and I needed to understand it if I was going to survive 
the 20 year sentence I was facing. I soon learned that the 
prison, itself is nothing more than a series of isolation 
rooms with specially constructed walls to stop the prisoner 
from communicating by talking or knocking, and yet, 
we, the prisoners, communicated daily by using powerful 
codes shared by other prisoner’s world-wide. In other 
words, risk grew collective solidarity. 


I remember the Sons of Freedom women in prison and 
how they resisted by passing knitting patterns back and 
forth to one another with special codes written between 
the lines about when to strip, burn and hunger strike and 
their revolution outlasted most, even though it eventually 
succumbed to legitimacy, like all the rest. 


So when leaders for social change assert their legitimacy 
and call for the rule of law against fallen activists, like 
Kelly, Erik and Byron, I think they are missing the point 
of the revolution entirely; instead, they are embracing 
unity, they are embracing fascism and an ineffective 
liberal culture that is killing the planet and the poor who 
can’t conform, rather than embracing diversity, which is 
the natural order and balance of life. 


When I read in the paper that G20 protester, Kelly 

Rose Pflug-Back, put her hand on her chest in a show 

of intimacy with her fiancé moments before she was 
returned to custody and the fiancé was physically blocked 
by a special constable who warned: “No talking with the 
prisoner", I felt a rumbling and remembered the words of 
JFK - those who make peaceful change impossible, make 
violent revolution inevitable; hence, prison as the frontline 
of the revolution. 
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You op guess that after eins m twenty 
humanitarian aid caravans to Cuba, Pastors for Peace 
might be able to make the 21* caravan come off pretty 
smoothly. Well, your guess would be right. Despite 
numerous unforeseen twists and turns, the 21* US/Cuba 
Friendshipment was completed successfully this past 
August 3". 





Over 100 caravanistas from the US, Canada, Mexico, 
Germany, Britain, Puerto Rico and the Dominican 
Republic carried over 100 tons of aid to our island 
neighbor. Aid included medical equipment and supplies, 
books, school supplies, and construction supplies. 


There is no surprise in any of that, but there were quite a 
few surprises for the caravan this year— both good ones 
and bad ones. 


The Computer Shell Game 


Every year for the last several years US border agents 
have hassled us about the computers we take to Cuba. 
Almost every year they “detain” some symbolic number 
of computers. Out of the dozens of computers we were 
bringing as aid this year the customs agents detained five 


of them. There was, however, a new and unexpected twist. 


After unloading about twenty computers from our trucks 
and busses, the customs officials put back all but five 

of them. We have never before seen customs officers 
unload and then reload computers. They even offered 
an explanation for this seemingly capricious action — the 
five that they detained were quite new and had state- 
of-the-art processors. That was a reason that almost 
made some kind of sense to us. Perhaps this is a sign of 
progress. They used to tell us that we could not take any 
type of computer to Cuba; now it is apparently okay to 
bring obsolete computers to Cuba. 


All of this is all a pretty silly shell game anyway. Every 
one of the detained computers will eventually make its 
way to Cuba. The computers are returned to our custody 
when we re-enter the US at the end of the caravan. 
Pastors for Peace can then either send them on to Cuba 
via our Mexican compañeros, or it can save them for 

the next year's caravan. Despite the fact that all of the 
aid we deliver on the caravans is technically illegal, the 
US government has never succeeded in permanently 
blocking any item of aid from eventually getting through 
to its destination. 


Silly as it all seems, I must admit that I did enjoy 
watching the customs officers sweating in the hot sun as 
they tried to put back onto our vehicles the older-model 
computers that they had removed just a few minutes 
earlier. A few of the officers looked like they could use 
the exercise, so we decided not to deprive them of that 
opportunity. 


A Troubling Surprise at the Border 


This year's caravan encountered a new problem with the 
border crossing as we went from the US into Mexico. 


— 


INTERNATIONAL NEWZ 


Usually it is the US exit customs 
agents to give us a hard time; this 
year, however, it was the Mexican 
officials who put the biggest 
roadblocks in our way. 


The day before our scheduled 

[X] crossing, as we were consolidating 
~ | the aid that had been collected on 
the thirteen caravan routes that 

259] crisscrossed the continent, word 

d reached us that a new fee was going 
ax] to be imposed upon the vehicles 
NU. the aid. The fee would be 
over $1,000 per vehicle, or over 

B 512.000 for the entire caravan. 
There was no money in the budget 
to pay such a fee, and the Pastors for Peace attorneys 
doubted that there was even a legal basis for charging the 
fee. 
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Negotiations began, and the caravan was put in suspense 
for a while; we were not going to proceed under those 
conditions. Somehow, during the negotiations, the per 
vehicle fee morphed into a per person fee of $25 per 
caravanista, which would come to a little over $2,000. 
That was an improvement, but it still sounded to the 
Pastors for Peace leadership rather like a request for 

a bribe. As our leader the Rev. Lucius Walker said, 
"Pastors for Peace does not pay bribes— it never has and 
it never will." 


The legal basis for the $25 per person fee also seemed 
suspect, so the negotiations continued. As of the 
morning of July 21, the date of our crossing, the position 
of the Mexican government was still a bit murky. Some 
officials seemed to be saying that the fee would not be 
charged, and others said that it would be charged. 


We headed to the border anyway. We got through US 
exit customs with little difficulty, save the five detained 
computers. Mexican customs went fairly smoothly 
also; they had us partially unload our vehicles so that 
their dogs could get close enough to sniff every box. 
Of course the dogs found no contraband, and we were 
allowed to reload the vehicles. 


At that point we still were not free to go. Before 
proceeding into Mexico we would all need visas from 
the immigration office, and the office was insisting 

on the $25 per person fee. We filled the Mexican 
immigration office with caravanistas, with many more 
waiting on the steps outside the office. We refused to 
pay the fee. Instead, we just stayed there. This went 

on for about five hours. After a while some of us were 
sitting instead of standing. Eventually many of us were 
lying down on the pavement outside the office and taking 
naps. It must have become clear to the Mexican officials 
that we were not going to pay the fee, nor were we going 
to go away. Eventually they caved in and let us 
through with no fee. It made for a long day, but we 
felt like we had achieved a small victory. 


Who is behind this new form of harassment? 


Why did the Mexican officials throw this new 
roadblock at us? No one seems to know for sure. 
There are two prevailing theories. One theory is 
that this was indeed an attempt to extort a bribe, 
and that some officials somewhere were going to be 
lining their pockets with any fee we paid. 


The other theory is that the US government leaned 
on the Mexicans to become proxy troublemakers. 
It might have looked bad to Obama's supporters 

if the US were to be the ones blatantly harassing 
the caravan; if they could get the Mexicans to do 
it instead it might derail the caravan effort without 
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21* Cuba Caravan Packs a Few Surprises 


by Gerry Bill 


making the Obama administration look bad. 


The whole thing bore some resemblance to a good cop/ 
bad cop routine, with the US playing the role of good 
cop for a change. We may never know what were the 
real intentions behind this move. As for the caravan, it 
seems to have dodged the bullet for this year, at least. 
We are not at all sure what to expect from the Mexicans 
in the future. We are all hoping that this year was a fluke 
and that it will not be repeated in the years to come. 


Some Nice Surprises in Cuba 


Not all of the surprises this year were troubling ones. 
Some unexpected but rather nice things happened to us 
this year when we were in Cuba. 


The national holiday that commemorates the start of 

the Cuban Revolution falls on July 26^. The caravan 

is usually in Cuba on that date and on those occasions 
we get to participate in some small, local celebrations. 
There is also always a large national celebration which 
is typically presided over by the President of the country, 
and that celebration is held in a different province every 
year. As luck would have it, this year the celebration 
was being held in Villa Clara Province, which was where 
a third of our group was going to be staying at the time. 
I was part of that fortunate group of caravanistas, and I, 
along with the others, was invited to attend the national 
celebration. 


There were about 90,000 people assembled for the event 
in the large plaza outside the Che Guevara Memorial and 
Mausoleum. The celebration itself was presided over in 
part by Cuban President Raul Castro. There were thirty- 
five or so of us caravanistas all bunched together within 
that huge crowd. At one point Caravan 21 was recognized 
by the speaker; we stood up for the TV cameras, wearing 
our matching blue caravan t-shirts. It was an honor to 

be invited to the event, and an even bigger honor to be 
recognized by the speaker. To those of us on the caravan 
it seemed like a once in a lifetime opportunity. 


The remaining caravanistas were in other provinces at 
the time of the celebration, and about fifteen of them 
received a very special invitation indeed — an invitation 
to meet with Fidel Castro on the morning of the 26". 
The caravanistas, including Fresno City College student 
Josie Gonzalez [and Vancouver based Janine Solanki], 
were among a group of about 60 people who met in a 
small room with Fidel. He shared some of his thoughts 
and took questions from the audience. The event was 
televised and broadcast later that day, so those of us not 
in the room with Fidel eventually got to see our friends 
in attendance at the event. 


The fact that Fidel would appear on television at all was 
a bit of a surprise, and is a sign that he is getting stronger 
following his earlier illness and surgery. The fact that 


.. continued on page 10 ... 
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21st Cuba Caravan .. 


continued from page 8 


Lucius Walker and fifteen caravanistas were included in 
this event was a huge surprise to everyone on the caravan, 
and a very pleasant one at that. What an honor. 


Back to the US 


Our return to the US had only some minor hiccups. Our 
flight from Havana to Tampico, Mexico, was delayed 
several hours by Mexican airport officials. The caravan 
is nothing if not flexible, so we found a way to cope with 
that inconvenience. 


Another inconvenience occurred at the US border. A 
change in regulations made it impossible for our return 
busses, which are empty of passengers but full of our 


luggage, to cross at the usual point. The typical procedure 


for us is that all the caravanistas get off the busses and 
walk across the pedestrian bridge into the US. Normally 
the busses cross on a parallel bridge so that we have 

our luggage with us when it is time for us to go through 
customs. 


Our busses were instead directed to another crossing 
point several miles away. The result was that while the 
caravanistas were at one border crossing dealing with 
the US immigration officers, our bags were at an entirely 
different border crossing awaiting customs inspection. 
US officials could have used that mixup to further delay 
and hassle us. However, they seem to have bent some 
rules and expedited the processing of our luggage by 
simply x-raying the bags; we did not even have to be next 
to our bags to open them for inspection, as no follow-up 
inspection was done. This actually made the process 
easier for us. 


Is this easy return border crossing a sign of a new 
openness and flexibility on the part of the Obama 
administration? We would like to think so; in fact, 

we would like to think that the administration is open 

to ending the immoral and unjust blockade of tiny 

Cuba. The blockade is nearly fifty years old and it has 
not accomplished its stated goal of bringing an end to 
Communist rule in the country. The blockade makes no 
sense in today's world, if it ever did. Changing these 
outdated policies is exactly the kind of openness that we 
would hope to see from our government. Meanwhile, we 
can be thankful that the Obama administration is at least 
not trying to make things even more difficult for us at the 
border. Perhaps we should be grateful for small favors. 


Success Number 21 


The 21* Pastors for Peace Caravan to Cuba has to be 
judged a success. We broke the blockade in an open and 
defiant act of civil disobedience, and our government 
seems to have simply looked the other way. We also 
broke the travel ban, and took many new people to Cuba 
to see the success of the Cuban Revolution. We engaged 
in a vibrant exchange of ideas with our brothers and 
sisters in Cuba, and we have brought new ideas with 

us back into the US. The Cubans refer to the struggle 
between our two nations as a battle of ideas, and itis a 
battle that they believe they are winning. No blockade or 
travel ban is ever going to stop revolutionary ideas from 
seeping out of Cuba and into the minds of peoples all 
around the world. The more people who go to Cuba and 
see for themselves socialism at work, the more these ideas 
will spread. The caravans are a small part of that process. 


Gerry Bill is Emeritus Professor of Sociology and American 
Studies at Fresno City College, and is on the boards of the 
Fresno Free College Foundation, Peace Fresno, and the Fresno 


Center for Nonviolence. He is co-chair of the Central California 


Criminal Justice Committee, and a long-time activist in Fresno. 
He has visited Cuba five times since 1994. You can write to him 
at gerry.bill@ gmail.com. Photos from Janine Solanki. 


“If the machine of government is of such a nature 
that it requires you to be the agent of injustice to 


another, then, I say, break the law.” 
Henry David Thoreau 
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What Pro Sports Owners | 
Owe Us 





by Dave Zirin 


I once had a coach who could spit tobacco hard enough to 
break a window. He smelled like an old hamper, and only 
wore pants that came with an elastic waist. Still, every last 
one of us loved the guy. He always said, “Sports is like a 
hammer, gents. And you can use a hammer for all kinds of 
things. You can use it to build a house, or you can use it to 
bash somebody’s head. Choose wisely.” 


In the twenty-first century, the heads of far too many 
sports fans have been bashed by far too many hammers. 
Our collective migraine comes from the idea that we are 
loving something that just doesn’t love us back. If sports 
was once like a playful puppy you would wrestle on the 
floor, it’s now like a housecat demanding to be stroked and 
giving nothing in return. 


Sports fans are fed up. 


It’s the extra commercials tacked onto a broadcast, 
as companies attempt to use the games to brand our 
subconscious. It’s when you decide to finally take the 
trip to the park, look up the ticket prices, and decide 
immediately to do something--anything--else with your time. 


And so you go a year without making it to the ballpark and fail to even notice. Or you don’t feel the same 
urgency to watch every minute of every game for fear you might miss something magical. 


If a car’s brakes failed, you wouldn’t blame the driver. You’d blame the manufacturer. And when we feel 
bludgeoned by the state of professional sports, it’s the owners who need to answer for this sorry state of 
affairs. 


Players play. 
Fans watch. 


Owners are uniquely charged with being the stewards of the game. It’s a task that they have failed to perform 
in spectacular fashion. 


In fact, with barely a sliver of scrutiny, they are wrecking the world of sports. The old model of the 
paternalistic owner caring for a community has become as outdated as the typewriter. Because of publicly 
funded stadium construction, luxury box licenses, sweetheart cable deals, globalized merchandising plans, 
and other “revenue streams,” the need for owners to cater to a local working and middle class fan base has 
shrunk dramatically. 


Fans have become scenery for television broadcasts. 


Mike Lupica of the New York Daily News once wrote, “You are owed nothing in sports, no matter how 
much you care. You are owed nothing, no matter how long you’ ve rooted or how much you've paid to do it.” 


I couldn’t disagree more. We are owed plenty by the world of sports. 
We are owed loyalty. 

We are owed accessibility. 

We are owed a return on our massive civic investment. 

And more than anything, we are owed respect. 

We aren't owed this respect because it's the kind or human thing to do. 


We aren't owed any love because we cheered ourselves hoarse and passed the precious rooting tradition 
down to our children. 


We are owed it because the teams are ours as much as they are theirs. Literally. 


By calling for and receiving public funds, owners have sacrificed their moral, if not financial, claim of 
ownership. Cities and city councils that allow their funds to be used by private franchises should, in turn, 
have some say in the relationship between team and fan. 


That means lower ticket prices. 
That means an end to the $8 beer. 


As sports fans, we have to accept that we do in fact deserve better, but as the great abolitionist Frederick 
Douglass said, “Power concedes nothing without a demand." 


If we aren't making demands, we have no one to blame but ourselves. 


Dave Zirin is the author of Bad Sports: How Owners are Ruining the Games We Love (Scribner). 
Receive his column every week by emailing dave) edgeofsports.com. This piece is meant to 


explain why he wrote the book, and it's published in the August issue of the Progressive Magazine 
- progressive .org/zirin06 10.html. 


photo from Reuters: "A young gymnast takes part in a training session for four to seven-year-olds 

at the gymnastics hall of a sports school in Jiaxing, Zhejiang province August 10, 2010. Chinese 
officials insist tough new eligibility rules will put a stop to the type of "age cheat" scandal that saw 
a gymnast stripped of her Olympic medal. The Chinese characters read "practice hard." REUTERS/ 
Stringer. NO COMMERCIAL OR EDITORIAL SALES IN CHINA." 
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We Wont Give Up on Gaza 


from VivaPalestina.org 


The terrible massacre aboard the Mavi Marmara on 31 May 
has brought a sea change in international opinion against the 
inhumane siege on the people of Gaza. 


Far from deterring people from seeking to bring that siege to an 
end, the Israeli assault on the Freedom Flotilla is spurring on 
even more people to bring humanitarian aid to the Palestinian 
people in the Gaza Strip and to end the blockade. Viva Palestina 
has organised three massive land convoys to Gaza in the last 18 
months - all of which have delivered their aid - and participated 
in the latest flotilla. Over the last few weeks we have been 
discussing with partner organisations how to coordinate relief 
efforts by land and sea so as to have the maximum impact. 


As a result Viva Palestina is launching * Viva Palestina 5 - a 
global lifeline to Gaza," a gigantic land convoy leaving London 
on Saturday, 18th September in conjunction with convoys 
leaving from Casablanca and Doha and timed to coordinate 
with a larger and even more international flotilla aiming to 
reach Gaza by sea at the same time as the land convoys reach 
by land. 


Viva Palestina will be leading the Land Convoy, a Global 
Lifeline To Gaza, working in partnership with the International 
Committee to Break the Siege on Gaza and organisations from 
Europe, Turkey, Middle East, Australasia, India, South Africa 
and more. 


Saturday 18 September will certainly be the first clear Saturday 
after the month of Ramadan. We are aiming, with the two 
other legs of the land convoy, to take 500 vehicles with aid to 
Gaza carrying medical equipment, educational supplies and 
the wherewithal to rebuild a destroyed mosque, a school for 
orphans and to construct a maternity facility in Beit Hanoun in 
northern Gaza. We will be supporting the international flotilla 
that is scheduled for the same time. 


Important institutions are now calling for the end to the siege 
- the European Union, the United Nations, and major charities 
such as Oxfam. We are appealing for the widest and strongest 
participation in this latest effort, which will be all the stronger 
as it takes place in partnership with others who have a proven 
track record. 


END TL 


Jews for a Just Peace 
L. Ww ^ 


We would like to thank all those who have supported the previous 
convoys and flotillas and who responded so magnificently when 
the last one was so brutally attacked. Now is the time to answer 
that atrocity with a flood of humanity towards the suffering 
people of Gaza. 


Viva Palestina is also planning to support a new flotilla of aid 
ships to Gaza. No date has yet been fixed, but the organisations 
that brought together the Freedom Flotilla in May plus others 
are hopeful that it will coincide with the land convoys arriving 
in October. 


For info on the Canadian Boat to Gaza - canadaboatgaza.org. 
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Child Sex Testing Victory 
July 29, 2010: The BCCLA (British 
Columbia Civil Liberties Association) 
declared victory for children in 

B.C. after the province announced 

the cancellation of the penile 
plethysmograph research program at 
the Youth Forensic Psychiatric Service 
of B.C., a branch of the Ministry of 
Children and Family Development. 


As of yesterday, following a complaint 
filed by the BCCLA, the province 

had announced only a temporary 
suspension while the program was 
investigated by the Child and Youth 
Representative of B.C. Today at 

noon the Minister announced that the 
program had been scrapped entirely. 


“The province has acted in the best 
interests of our youth in cancelling 
this very invasive and concerning 
program,” said Robert Holmes, 
President of the BCCLA. “With this 
precedent in hand, the BCCLA will 
continue our work to make sure this 
program is not resurrected, is ended 
across Canada, and that whatever 
ethical protocol deemed this research 
appropriate for vulnerable youth is 
amended immediately.” 


Male children as young as 13 who were 
ordered to participate in sex offence 
treatment by a court had been routinely 


I| required to connect a device to their 


penises while they viewed images 

of nude and semi nude children and 
infants. At the same time, recordings 

of narratives of forced and coercive 

sex with individuals that matched the 
images were played for the children. 
The testing was engaged in by the 
Youth Forensic Psychiatric Service of 
B.C. as part of a larger research project. 


“We thank our partners at Justice for 
Girls for working with us to achieve 
the end of this testing that never 
should have been approved in the first 
place,” said Holmes. “We are asking 
the Child and Youth Representative to 
continue her investigation to ensure 
accountability around how this testing 
and research was approved, in order to 
ensure nothing like this happens again.’ 
www.bccla.org/pressreleases/10 Youth_prison.pdf 
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The Advocate: 


Chew Before You Swallow! 
by W. Robert Arnold 


We are all exposed to media every day and all day. From 
movies to signs to papers and radio, we brush up against the 
messages in media. The media are trying to sell us something. 
To know whether we should buy we must analyse the messages. 
We must question the facts, the interpretations of the facts and 
the conclusions drawn from them. As with all authority, we 
must question it to make sure it is legitimate or fraudulent. If it 
is legitimate, we might buy it. 


What are the questions we should be asking? Here are a few I 
use to help with my evaluation of media. 


Firstly, I want to know who is talking or writing. Part of that 
is knowing their bias, if they have one, and almost anyone has 
one. If they say they are not biased an alarm goes off in my 
head and I am immediately suspicious. 


Secondly, I ask what purpose they have in creating this 
message. What do they want to sell me? Is it an idea, product, 
service or a course of action? Who are they protecting or 
attacking? This often shows their bias. This is especially 
important around election time. Analyse the political ads and 
you will have a much better understanding of the way things 
are. Analyse the speeches of politicians, and you will see what 
they really want to accomplish. 


What assumptions are they making? Assuming something 
means not having to present the facts to support it. Facts can 
be bothersome and are often avoided in this way. Assumptions 
often appear as little blank spots in the flow of the message. 
Don't let them get away with blank spots. We are not stupid! 


Are the facts they are presenting true? Checking the truth of the 
facts is really necessary. Sometimes, they are obviously false 

and we must just look to our own experience as evidence of this. 
At other times they are less obviously true or false and a little 
research is necessary. Are there contradictions in the story or ad 
you are considering? One side of any contradiction must be false. 


Is the interpretation of the facts logical and reasonable or 
skewed by their bias? Although the facts themselves may be 
true, what follows them may be so illogical or unreasonable 
that the fact tends to disappear. Many media producers don't 
expect us to analyse their stuff so are not too careful to make 
their presentations logical and sound. Much of the media sees 
us consumers as stupid and too lazy to do the analysis. They get 
away with lying to us all too often. 


What happens if I believe what they are telling me? What do 
they expect me to do, or buy, or not do? If your answer to this 
is that you don't want to follow their instructions, you are now 
equipped to resist. You can believe the facts and still disagree 
with their conclusion. 


What happens if I do not believe the article or advertisement? I 
will not do what they want me to, obviously; but there might be 
more. 


Finally, what do I believe and what should I do about it? You 
can now proceed with confidence that you have not been fooled 
and that you are taking the right course for you. 


Analysis is like chewing your food before swallowing it. 

Your mother probably told you to chew your food 20 times or 
something like that. Well we must also chew what the media is 
telling us because it might taste pretty good at first and end up 
not being very good for us. We need to be careful about what 
we eat. People who grow up on a diet of media crap tend to 
become crap. When dealing with media you are what you eat. 


There are sources of media I tend to trust more than others and 
I will address this in the last article. I will 
talk about mass media and alternate media 
and citizen journalism. We must still analyse 
the messages, of course. I just find that in 
some media the message stands up better to 
analysis than in others. 


Robert has fought poverty, his own and others, 
for over 45 years. 
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Never Ending Circle 


The sticker on pseudo-newspaper box is 
clear: 


“speak truth to power” 


yet power has a way of toying 
with those much less fortunate 
like a strong cat with wounded, 
grounded, bankrupt bird. 


So buy all means, Mr. Moyers, 
do spit in power's eye: be it any bush 
hussein, stalin, thatcher, putin etc. 
or miscellaneous gods so very odd! 


Yet recognize whilst doing 1t that 
time & boundaries limit the spitter 
shout slogans into wind at any steeple, 
but slogans spit right back as stones, 
steeples topple, fondling our very bones; 
= thus be of good cheer:wind steeple gods 


they have not OUR dissenting lusty 


i abrother. Not giving in to pride, anger, 
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STREET MUZINGS 
Victoria High 


* Standing tall proud and free "790 d rio Dors Z, 
Scraping the Fernwood neighbourhood sky » in 


A well-coming stately presence 

her mighty pillars holding the school 
beckons the students and visitors 
exuding a nostalgic learned essence. 


School days, oh precious golden rule days, 
learning the proper educational ways. 
Making cherished friends, supporting and 
loving one another closer than a sister or 


conceit, or deceit but aspiring to be a 
model student who is totally sweet. 
Trying not to miss our favourite class 
and desperately working hard to pass. 
Enjoying the good times, our happiest 
moments and persevering through the 
difficult times which will be soon past. 
All at the same time making golden 
memories that will always last. 


Palma non sine pulvere the school 
slogan, motto that rings very clear. 

As | wander your glorious halls filled 

with melodious rambunctious laughter 
and chatter, | envision how this school 
serving the community for its hundred 
years plus echoing the strains of laughter 
and cherished tears. 


| can almost picture a walk down 

memory lane to Elvis and Annette 

walking down the hall blending in 

well in this beloved architectural 

piece. And dwelling fondly and 

remembering the many students and teachers 
and their ghosts within these hallowed 

halls. And shedding a tear trying not to 

Cry. 


As | gaze upon this glorious structure 





Serving a Free 
Picnic at Harris Gren On Fisndora 

.. CUZ FOOD SHOULD BE FREE 
< Pick af Donations (ook Yammy Creations > 
{ Chop Veggies and Fruit V Haut Equipment 7 


( Dempater Cine ) Flake Propaganda | 
Contact ua at 250-353-51¢8 Box (1980) 
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Odds! scraping the Fernwood sky, known and 
loved for over a century as Victoria High. 


john alan douglas feb 2003 


- for rocco et lisette - © Mark Idczak 


Inhuman 


Did you ever look an otter in the eye 
as she swims out fishing for dinner? 


Did you ever look a deer in the heart 
as she sees her new born fawn attempting 
to stand on four wobbly stick legs? 


Did you ever feel what a fir feels as the cruel 
winter wind blows through its brittle leaves? 


Did you ever feel what the cedar feels when 
the virgin rays of the vernal sun gently warm 
its gracefully hanging boughs 


Be careful! 
Watch out! 
Avoid flights of fancy! 


Think clearly! 
Be true! 
Stick with your own kind! 


All other lives are inhuman 
don’t you know? 

And we're the top 
don't you think? 

Why else would we be given the earth 
to rule with impunity? 


Why else? 
by Chuck 2010 


If You're Bored 


If you're bored and going nowhere and feeling kind of lazy 
Get off your butt and out the door and doing something crazy 
This ain't no time to sit around feeling blue 

There's a completely flipped out world just waiting for you. 
(Can you dig it?) 

You too can sack the empire like a modern day Atilla 

Drop into the city zoo and wrestle the gorilla 

Phone the factory and order fifty-thousand widgets 

Start yourself a basketball team made up all of midgets... 


Lets sneak into the city dump to see what we can score 

Phone up one of our favorite friends and tell 'em what you're phoning for 
Round up some folks and instruments and head up to the prison 

So our friends behind the bars might expand their daily vision... 

Do whatever you can think of that sounds the most absurd 

When the complaints start pouring in learn to flip the bird 


Lets take off all our clothes tonight and streak on down the street 
Crash a party to see how many new people we can meet 

Write a song about someone who you'd like to get to know 

Then call them up and sing it to them on the phone... 


Lets start a political party made up all of anarchists 
Overthrow the government with a cuddle and a kiss 

Design a new world order where there's no one up on top 
Lead the city council in a rousing bunny hop... 

Do whatever you can think of that sounds the most absurd 
When the complaints start pouring in learn to flip the bird 
When the complaints start coming in,...and they will 

learn to flip the bird...;-} 


Jim Erkiletian, for the Owl & Pussycat folk-hop duo, sings this in the key of D. 
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Give yourself peace of mind with 
the right coverage for you. 


The largest 100^ vana ' 
nulti-product insure 


EN the co-operators’ 


A Geter POE ror Yous 


Home Auto Life nvectments Group Rusness Farm Trayi 


Work should lift you 
out of poverty, 
not keep you there. 


a Living Wace Campaign 


www.heu.org 
Christina Nikolic 


ganic 250-216-3733 
oç Ce rdener' S 


A Re a a L ALIE LIRA hh 1022 P antr y 
Fundamental ingredients for plants and soil 


www.gardenerspantry.ca info@gardenerspantry.ca 


oM dation | Survives 
Pashta MaryMoon at (250) 383-4065 
via ened Contachtemergng-beyond.c 
Or visit http: /www.ermerging-Deyond.cà 
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Jim Butler and Larry 
Gagnon rebuild and 
redistribute internet 
capable computers. 


Free indefinite loan 
to low or no income 


For more info call Jim at 
474-3446 


Victoria Community 
Health Co-operative 


HEMP & COMPANY 


Some street Newz Friends & Supporters! 12 


4 1 i a i tonystr ailers. com 
A (250) 743-9915 


Bike filer for ery Person and Purpose ! 


A retail store and 
online shop where you 
can buy clothing, 
healthy edible seeds, 
and natural bodycare 
products. We use 
eco-friendly materials 
such as hemp, bamboo, 
soy, and organic 
cottons. 


1102 GovERNMENT STREET 422 CRAIGFLOWER 
www.HempandCompany.com 


250-483-5503 
victoriahealthcooperative.ca 
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pete Dieter at 
Eisenhawer Organic Produce 
in Metchosin 
250-474-7161 or 
deisenhawer@pacificcoast.net 


(J 
p natural fashion 


Your premiere source for contemporary sustainable style, 
featuring the best in forward-thinking eco-chic fashion. 


547 Johnson Street 


www shiftfashion.ca 


BE THE MEDIA 


independent News, Arts, Music 


Victoria, British Columbia 
e-mail: info@bchannelnews.tv 


FOR SALE Magnetic decals 3 1/2” x 8” 
$2.00 each or 10 for $15.00, plus mailing 


To order and receive details to promote 
the campaign send email to 
rstoller@shaw.ca or narayana@telus.net 
Order cheaper in larger quantities from 
clay@donnellycolt.com (860) 455-9621 


LET US DEMAND OUR GOVERNMENT 
ENGAGE OUR TROOPS IN 
PEACEMAKING, PEACEKEEPING, 
AND OTHER HUMANITARIAN WORK! 





The Street: Newz Vendor Team 


Want to earn some 29 and promote independent media? 
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Rose 
Gov't St. 


Richard 
Fort St. 


Ken 


Douglas © Yates James Bay Thri 


THANK YOU ! so much, everyone who helped 
Rose get to Chicago in late August to represent 

the Victoria Street Newz. We received enough 

to cover all her expenses, and $120 extra which 
we've put into next year’s conference fund. | asked 
Rose to answer a few questions (that | lifted from 
Vancouver's Megaphone magazine - thanks Sean!) 
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Hillside/Shelbourne Yates London Drugs Quadra Fairway — Cook St. Village 


at 250-886- 
5363 or visit 
him at his 
“office” near 
Fort on Douglas 


May money 
from the 
sale of this 
newspaper 
be used for 
peace, and 
pass through 
healing hands. 


WHERE YOUR $$$$$ GOES 


Vendors pay 50 
cents for each 
Street Newz. 


Whatever you give 
them is theirs to 





about her experiences. The story’s on page four. keep. 

June July August p —— —— —À n So —= = == = 
Street Now: Revenue Y h - ti h | t - | 
Paper Sables (from previous mihi — 320.00 700.00 440,00 | U serip OMS e p SUS all US; l 
Donations 198.00 6D. 110.00 6x3 ' 
Gifts (incl in-kind) 200.00 100.00, 60.00 | Subscription Rates (12 issues/ year): | 
Co-ordinators Contribution 190.34 76.20 165.69 : , 
er T T n Flectronio Regular Low Income vee Inti 
Bread & Roses Donation in SNZ — 800.00 800.00 800.00 $20 $35 $20 $40 $50 
Total Street News Revenue 1708.34 1808.20 1576.89 Volume Subs cripti ons | 
Stre«t New: Expenses for your clients/customers/office: 
Salaries 800.00 800.00, 80000 | ; l | 
Paper & Printing Costs ael aa STET 5 copies/mth for $175/yr: 10 copies/mth for $300/yr 
vendor Meeting 0.00 000. 5500 ; 
Office expenses/website 0.00 54.00 20,00 | Just a Donation l 
Postage 56,74 5RBÜ 47.85 i $10 $25 $50 $75 $100 $200 other | 
To Street Newz Expenses — " 1310.34" 1376.20" 1406.69 " Name: 
street Nowz 398,00 230,00 170,00 
Bread & Roses Revenue Address: 

hurr ay) " 

Grants (hurray!) 0.00 0.00 0.00 | City: i 
Total Bread & Roses Revenue 0.00 0.00 0.00 
Broad & Roses Expenses Province/State: Postal/Zip: i 
Bus Tickets (2 for 1) 49.50 45.00 4500 " 
Street Newz Donation 80000 80000 80000 , Phone/email: 


TU Bread & Roses Expenses " 84050" mB4500F 845.00 





Bread & Roses -H40.50 A4500 — -B45.00 
Consolidated TH (SNZ + B&R) 442.50  -G1500 -875.00 
Bread & Roses Bank Balance TD337 22, 98048 74 / ETE OO 





Please return to Victoria Street Newz 
| 1027 Pandora Ave, Vic BC, V8V 2P6 Thanks! | 


ee 8 om — m — x 


